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tomb of Kanjit Sing, the Lion King, as it nestled quietly in
the shadow of a towering fortress. Near at hand stood the
mosque erected by a Mogul emperor in a sombre and massive
style; it then was, as it had long been, used for a military
magazine, but has since been restored to the priests for worship.
Then crossing the river I visited the mausoleum of which the
minarets form landmarks for many miles round, and which
was erected by the Mogul empress (one of the heroines in
Moore's Zalla HookJi) in memory of her imperial husband, after
he died on his way down from Cashmir. The river Eavi close
by was then crossed by a bridge of boats; it is now spanned
by a railway viaduct. The contemplation of interesting objects
like these imbues a young officer with affection for the province
to which he is about to devote his energies.

At Lahore I reported myself to the Board of Administration,
to whom the management of the Panjab had been entrusted by
Lord Dalhousie. The President of the Board was Sir Henry
Lawrence, the senior member was John Lawrence; the
junior member was Robert Montgomery, who had recently
succeeded C. (r, Mansel in that capacity. The Board had
then been at the head of the province for two years and
a half, and the time had come for them to render an account
of their stewardship by causing a general report to be prepared.
I was employed under their immediate direction in preparing
the document which became afterwards known as "the first
Panjab Keport." Thus I was brought into confidential com-
munication with Henry Lawrence, and had close relations with
John Lawrence and Montgomery,

Taken all in all, Henry Lawrence was one of the most
gifted men whom this generation has beheld in India, His
appearance betokened an impulsive disposition and a restless
energy. His manner though sometimes shadowed by melan-
choly, was often brightened with Hibernian vivacity, His active
and somewhat attenuated frame seemed a prison-house which
had been gradually worn away by the fluttering of the eager
soul .within. Though far from precise in trivial matters, he
had a natural dignity of mien, Tn the field or on horseback he